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From realm to realm, from city, street, and towcu
Why dost thou wear thy body to the bones
And mightst at home sleep in thy bed of down

And drink good ale so nappy for the nones,

Feed thyself fat and heap up pound by pound?

Likest thou not this?    No, why?    For swine so groans

In sty, and chaw the tords moulded on the ground,
And drivel on pearls, the head still in the manger,
Then of the harp the ass to hear the sound.

So sacks of dust be filled up in the cloister
That serves for less than do these fatted swine.
Though I seem lean and cry, without moister,

Yet will I serve my prince, my lord and thine;
And let them live to feed the paunch that list,
So I may live to feed both me and mine*

By God, we!] said I    But what and if thou wist
How to bring in as fast as thou dost spend,
That I would learn.   And it shall not be missed

To tell thee how.    Now hark what I intend.
Thou knowest well first whoso can seek to please
Shall purchase friends where truth shall but offend:

Flee therefore truth: it is both wealth and ease.
For though that truth of every man hath praise,
Full near that wind goeth truth in great rmsease.

Use virtue as it gocth nowadays,

In word alone to make thy language sweet.

And of the deed yet do not as thou says,

Else be thou sure thou shaltT ^ far unmeet
To get thy bread, each thing is now so scant.
Seek still thy profit upon thy bare feet,

Lend in nowise, for fear that thou do want,

Unless it be as to a dog a cheese,

By which return be sure to win A cant